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T hold within my srms to-<day

A priceless bit of mortal elay :
Divinoly fwshiowed. and so fair

The angels well muy kinsbhip share,
My soud with gratitode is 8lied;

My heart with mother love is thrilled;
My =yes brim o'or with newbora joy,
While gasing on my eherub boy.
procions one! thmugh tears [ see
A mighty tusk swalting me:

Life's duties Joom 8o grand, so vast,

Ta shield from wrong, to right incline
Tris Hitle life now linked to mine,
Divine the giit. Ok, may the mould
A heart of truth and bonor hold.

Help me, kind Heaven. to know the way
From out the tangles of ench day,
To guitde him safe to manhood's prioe,
Aol all the giory shiall be Thina.

—Afre. M. E Proit, in Good fowsckeeping.

—_——

“QUEEN” ANTOINETTE.

Why Sho Was Not Buried in the
Far West

‘toven Casg, CaL., Bept. 17.

Drar Nora—Yourletter has reached
me at last, which throngh mere cave-
lessmess passed amd vepassed this new
bome 've fourdd in the West.  So yon
sevm petonished that I shonld <t tind
my *wild dream™ <o moch to my faney
witen onee T liave had full experienees
of the gool sind the bad?  Well, Nora,
I el you how “twas that I eame to
shun the world’s homage and bury my
s forever from sight,

After Charlie come heme from his
bard life of study in Naples and Rome,
it seomed to me somechow that there
was a change in his manner towand me
—perhaps it was steange that T noticed
ot all his indifferent way: but lTovers—
engaged —are quite apt to display more
pointed attention than ke cared to show
(and we were engaged then, dear Nora,
you kunow, and were to have married
¢hat winter). His eyes would move
irom my features, and searching the
tkics would seek out a star looking
wrost like the one he was wont to gaze
s when his stadies were done—away
Wl in Ialy! Then he wounld sigh as he
#poke of the weure that vanlted the sky,
and the long, perfect days compared to
which ours are grizzled and gray and
gloomy.  The hours deagged dully
when he was< beside me—aoh, me! The
sighs that T notiewd wore signy one
sould see without the fond eyes of n
lover!

One day he eame in as usual—simply
to pay his respects and to ask after me,
I came down dressed in that stylish
gros gram morming gown (You remem-
ber T loaned you the pattern, my
child?). He looked at me earnestly,
fondly, then smiled, and laying his
hand Kindly on my blonde kead—**Lit-
tle Toinette,” he softly and tenderly
said, “I came, dear, to ask a strange
guestion to-day and to tell you "tis bet-
ter that I go away—back to Rome and
to Naples,  And, furthermore, dear—""

“Stop, Charlie!™ I eried, *not one
word will 1 hear more than those yon
have uttered! If you care to o, no
mere wonl of mine—no ‘yes’ or no
*uo’ will affect yowr plans in the
least—so, mood<iay!™ And full of
the  bitterest anger away from his
presence T marched in my stateliest
tread and threw myself down on my
fittle white bed to sob out my grief.

Oh. the week that 1 passed! And
then how the terrible news came at
last that Charley had really sailed off
to Romo, and my aunt said: “The
godness  knows  when  he'll  come
home!" and “Such people never know
when they're well off I Bat T was teo
heari-<ick and sorry to seoff at the only
kinswoman 1 have upon earth—for you
know that my dear mother died at my
birth, aml papa soon after—but just
muped about until the cold weather
bl worn itself out, and spring came
onee more.

Then one day I chanced to read ina
newspaper, throngh which I glanced
(to take my thoughts off from myself.)
vow out West i settlement wis then
ereatly distressed at want of a tencher
for their little ones—the miners them-
seives, and  their daughters and sons
I pounced on the paragraph, tookit to
aunt, who said in herown dry, terse
way that “You shun’t think of it, even!
What. you, yon voung child, go outto
nconntry so savage amd  wild—where
Lears sud poapooses aml Iudians rove
by thousands through every dark sugar-
tive grove! What, vou, Antionette,
with your pale angel-face—a rich heir-
essal that—teach a rongh-iving mce
Tor humanity’s sake?” and her Sevres
sup tremivesd violently, Of course she
geave up—in due time—amd, in the soft
April wenther, my aunt and I eame
away out West together—aml we've
been bere five months,

I wish you could see our little log
eabin beneath a pine tree, which the
miners have fashioned as well as they
conld and walled it and trimmed it
with every known wood the forests of
old California could boast! And the
miners themseives! A regnlar host
wiet us wien aunt and I *landed.™
There came from among them a wo-
man, who gave us her name—*Nancy
Blizeer=""—and welcomed us to their
rude town, while the men stood about
shame-faced, awkward and brown—
big, tall sturdy giants afraid, dear,
ol me!

We went home with Naney, who
made us our tea—I call it that, dear,
Ly the time of the day, though there
wasn't a leaf from the realms of Cathny
within many odd miles!

The next day I went to the **schoal
house™ they'd made for me out of a
tent, and 1 almost lnughed, Nora (and
almost cried, wo), when a big-fisted
min showed me what he could do, and
spriled “baker" proudly, correctly, and
said: “Tve got to two syHabubs,
daven't I, now, Ned?"

*Why, that's nice, I answered him,
touched in the heart 1 thought Charlie
took with him.

“I'll do my purt, and before som-
Il‘l‘:‘t gone you'll be reading, trust
e,

“Thunder!” said Ned, who was tall
2% a tree and t as an arrow.
“Thundes?”’ I; “why, I see no

ol

storm elowds at all in the sky, end one
must have lightning before thunder
sounids, and there's been no flash.”

1 heand some one say *“Zounds, she's
ain angel, boy—'war "o yer blansted
loase tongue—ye know how't kin biars-
pheme when wonst it is brung ter the
plint!”  And, Nora, though 1've over-
keard blood-candling  language and
many a wond sworn once and again
when  they thonght me away, they
never so much as a “thunder’’ will say
whon my presence is with them. And
now, Nora dear, I'll deseribo just a fow
of my good pupils here. There's *‘Four-
teenth Street” who, having left a bad
wife, came ont in despair for the rest
of his life—and he is ealled *Forty,"
for short! Then here's *8in," a meek
little fellow, short, faded and thin.
The +*Gent from Arkansas’ comes next
on my list—broad-shouldered, with
such a gigantic, hanl fist. *Deacon
Ben,™ a queer genius who drinks more
than any, nnd whe is more frightened
at me, dear, than many soberer, steul-
ier men—and I trust that kind Provi-
dence, always loving and just, will
give me a chance once to frighten him
so that the road to the bar "1l be the one
he won't go! T think if T can not talk
hint to reason I'll enact & white spocter
at the best for a season, amd waylay
him at night; my pupils all say this
will be the surest aud likeliest way.

So you see we have “romances.’
Speaking of these, Tl tell you a ro-
mance I'm quite sure will please your
fastidious  taste.  Before *act” or
sapene™ T must tell vou that Antoin-
otte here is called “Queen;™ the cog-
nomen <tarted somchow with the men,
and they would have it so, though
agnin aml again I have told them "twas
foolizh.

Seene first shows a troe—a sovereign
disconsalate—recognize me: and lean-
ing thereon as she sits at its foot with
her ead on ber hand and her stm on
n root musing full bitterly; for, mwy
ood friond, my life isn't sunshine be-
ginning or eml,

Away in the distance the white
mountsin peaks lose themselves up in
clondinnd;  while purplish  streaks,
barresd with erimson amd golil flame
hrigzht in the sun which kizsed the
Sierras, now his course wis run, in lov-
ing “farewell!™ The dark pines over-
head moaned in the soft wind the
worids that I said to Charlie, ngain and
again,  The stream. s bright hereto-
fore as a brook in o dream, flowed, sal-
len and brown, down low in the gorge:
the orange light flamed from Tim Bel-
lowses' forge like a faint mirrored *re-
fleet™ thrown down from the sky.  The
evening a picture in harmony; I, with
my stifled bewniling, a blot on the
seene; my life in its antumn, while
fresh living green around me and o'er
me its canopy spread from the moss at
my feet to the horizon’s red.  Groups
hore of young miners, groups there of
old—all rocking the cradles that bring
them their gold.

And soon will come twilight. I rise
from my foet and, trampling the emer-
ald grass ‘neath my feet, go loitering
along the one “street™ of the town to
where my own cabin stands.  Aunt has
a frown on her angular features.

My, Antoinette. Heaven knowsaf
it's wrong, dear, to send vou—hut,
vet, there's a duel in prospect—yon
surely must go—the ‘Goent from Arkan-
sas’ and Hatchet-faced Joe™ are at odds
—you will find them both  duwn at the
creek.”

“To be sure, aunt,” I answer. The
lInteh mives a “click” and T am soon
down at the stream-side. You'll think
it “strangely ridiculous,”” Nora, you'd
shrink ot the name of a ducl—well,
once =0 would I!  But now I go holdly
to where I desery a knot of men, bl
looking "guinst the gray gloom, but ere
I approach them I sco that the doom of
a quivk, instant death is averted.

“It's Queen, it's Queen Antoinette,”
they all ery; “hey ye seen a rum-look-
in' fellar, a huntsman o' style, who
wars regllar boots and whose har
smells o ile!  And whose linning riz-
buna hev buttons o gold—gay fox—
like "nuff—abont thirty yeads oll?"

“Not L' 1 say solemuly; “what T
came for was to ask you two men here
the canse of this war—I heanl that a
life was in jeopardy—shame! Let cow-
anls, not prave men, sivs, play at’ that
game."

I never can tell why these men show
such fear of my own insignificant pres-
ence, T Bear low mwmurs of “all
right;”" “I'll be —" *“no sirce—
catech me a-pullin® a trigger at e
«5hill 1 go bust my brains out agin
that there stun, or what il 1 do for
repentance?” asks one. Says tie other:
soJist order me suthin® to do—.""

“Thank you, my friemds; I am satis-
fiul.  Who was the stranger you spoke
of?*

“Can't say for sartin’," apswers an
olil man by pame “Nosey Martin”
“Ter jodge by his looks be were sum-
mat a swell—but 1 fash me if Dandy-
Sleeve asre jest as well as his mother'd
wish him! He kem to the tvwn and
stoppesd at the erick, lookin® spuarely
and roun’.  Then, said he, & wipin® his
head with his han’s, “fust rte-ungzgets
yer findin® in this yer bit o lan'?"

sodest middlin®,” I answered.  Then
waitin® a spave, an’ seein' o wonder-
some ook on his face, 1 percecded tor
tell him who lived hercabouts. I'd
jest named  yow, Queen, when them
thar blarsted shouts o *Hatchet-facsd
Joe' put an end to our gab. We hark-
ened a bit to the furse.  With the blab
of a parson at full blast Dandy-Sleeve
spoke as considerin® sich munder a
number one joke for men to be playin®
ar”

“He stopped you then?"”

“Don't ask me. Queen Antoinette,
tackle them men! He Jecktored se-
verely, and while we was skoorod nt his
elokence. like enongh, Dandy Sleeve
cleared!™

“He's gone then?"’ [ answer. **Good-
night, friends, good-night!" and up
through the darkening gloaming take
flight and reassure auntie.

Well, Nora, next day a nugget was
found by *‘Sir Boston Blucjay.” Ex-
vitement took hold of these pupils of
mine amd books weve at discount.  The
nugget wes fine and larger than any
they'd found at that piace. So the
diggings took holiday—scattered apace
or clustered together to talk of their
prize.

Agnin the red son sank away in the

skics of crimson and gold over there in | clety.

the west. 1 sat down to dream out the
loved best—of course, "twas of
Whas he in Rome? Or hnd he
rome back to his "Toinnetto's old home
and found her nway? What use were

these dreams? you'll ask me, my Nora.
Wild will-o™wisp of hope for
the future, with ie's dear arm

“Clear the way, miners! Take our
Quoen, there, and her aunt from the
cabin! Lead them up hizh—far up the
Sierras—the fever is nigh! I'm bring-
ing a stranger—a man near his death
with the domon of us!”  Deacon
Ben's breath gave up after this, and he
stood far apart from the miners, whose
children and wives from the start of his
ery had huddied in tervor.

My nunt went straight to the “Dea-
con,” beginning to rant in her usual
fashion, and, spite of their foms,
brought him into  our cabin. The
strangoer's hot tear's baptized our hands
lovingly.

Ah, well a day! The romance ends
itself in the usual way! Iwent straight
to Auntiv—she %owned, then she
smilod—*1 knew you, young scape
crace—my own darling child! "Sh.
he's gleeping! Come closer; there now,
"Toinette, look well st him, darling!™

I'll never forget till the day of mj
death how I leaned o’er the face on the
hot, tumbled pillow and noted the
graces of his exquisite fentures, conme
parving the lines of his brow—fover
flushed—with  those of the mer
of the mines, with their plebeiar
features. Depcon Ben came to “ine
quire for the stranger,” giving his
name as*yvoung Dundy-Sleove, whe hed
settled the fray the previous evenin®, ]
found him away down thar in the
gulehes a-talkin' so queer that, Queen.
I jest went up a purpose to hear—what
kissin' my hand, ave ye—oll Ben mus
blubber—I ain’t—sure—I ain't nothin’
but 4n ole lubber—goo—good-hye!"
aml he left ns,

The Aeart that T thought away off ic
Naples—uncared for, unsonght—eame
P back with a bound, and I gave it away
to the unconscious slecper! "Twas un.
fair, you say, to treat Charlie so?  And
Nora, you grieve that I gave my hoart
over to young “Dandy-sleeve.”  Sup
pose through the long nights of watch
ing you'll heard your own name vulled
brokenly and every word a term of en-
dearment?  Saw the arms streteh in
agonized emptiness? Heard the pon
wretch  crave pavdon for what wae
your fault—not  his own—would your
heart be 23 adamant, marble, or stone?
Mine wasn't. 1 remember one morn-
ing, "twas just about dawn, 1 wutched
him a moment while auntie was gone
to get him some cool drink. He open-
e his eyesand gazed in my facein o
dreamy surprise.

“Darling,” I whispered—now, Nora,
don’t sturt, you know 1 would follow
my impulsive heart! “Rest, darling,
be quiet. Forgéve me. please, dear, |
can guess what a wild goose chase has
brought you out here—and the ‘goose,’
sir, is captive—no wonls from you,
now!" and pushing the dark, bonny
locks from his brow, I peered into his
eves. Such a world full of joy came
from their brown depths! “Now, be a
goaild hoy, and rest you!™

Vell, Nora, the rest is soon told. Sir
Boston's Bluejay's mammoth nugget of
gold was given next week to the
“Queen.” The praver came with it,
that our “Queen”™ should stay in the
air of the monntaing and murry the
young Dandy-Sleeves before the late
autumn had colored the leaves.

I turn to my hero—“Well, Dandy-
Sleeve, dear, shall we stay with omr
subjects the rest of the year?™

“YVive Ia wvine, love,”” he answers;
vyes, stay till Jack Frost has shown
that his feet o’er the mountnins have
erossed—then ho! for Italy—glorious
Rome—where I've for the past year
been making a Bome; where once 1
tried, darling, to ask you to go—but
you stopped me abruptiy!”

S0, Nora, yon know we are married.
And would you pleasg do this for me?
Go down town to Stewart’s and buy
what you sce quite stylish in dress
goods, gloves, laces aml shoes—the
handsomiest articles—(you ean't refuso?)
for which find the inclosed. Direct
them, “Tongh Case,”” wife of Charles
“Dandy-Sleeve,” — “Queen Toinette™
of that place.

My auntie sends love. dear; and
Norn, don’t fret, or waste sympathy on
your old friend, ANTUINETTE.

—Eea Dest, in Detroit Free Press.
—— —————

A Royal Practitioner.

Enrope can boast of an exeeptionai
Iy large number of royal litferatenrs at
thiz moment; but the number of royal
“sefentists™ is much more limited; and
itissafo to say that Duke Charles
Theodore, of Bavaria, is the only mem-
ber of a reigning family who has sig-
nalized himself by the publication of
a  scientific treatise. The brother ol
the Empress of Austria has long beena

FISH CULTURE.

Words of Castion and Advico to Those Dé-
sirous of Esgagiagia It

I am almost daily in receipt of in-
quiries of “How may I best obtain
practical information on the cultiva-
tion of fish?"” First of all, I recom-
mend reading so far ns possible, good
works on the subject. By sodoing you
will be saved many vexations anid
trials, and avoid the failures and mis-
takes made by those who wore obliged
tu learn by hanl study and experience.
When I first began practieal fish cul-
ture T had bt very little of this litars-
ture to guide me, and consequently it
sometimes took me considerable time
to work out problems which now ap-
pear very simple.

After you have informed yourself
ahout the necessary requirements for
siecess, commence by obtaining a few
spawn or fish, and make your first ex-
perimenta in a small way. Althongh
youmay bo well versed theoretically,
you will find, in attempting to make
an netual applieation of your knowl-
odge, that you will meet with obstacles
that you did not koow of before; in
other words, you must educate your
hands as well as your head to do the
work.

Commence ina small way, and con-
durt your first experiments as cheaply
as vossible. *But why?" you may
say. *“ 1 have read up theronghly on
the snbject. aml the path scems clear
enough. Why let a year go by without
doing work that will amount to some-
thing 2 My friend, could yon reason-
ably expect to read how to make n
clock, or any other picce of machinery,
and  then sit down and make it?
There are, indoubtedly, geninses who
are able to do this, but they are the ex-
ception and not the rale.  The chances
are even that vou will make some fatal
mistake the first season, amd your ex-
perionce will be just as valuable, and
not nearly so expensive, if you start on
a small scale. A great deal ean be
learned by visiting some establishment
which is in successful operation. and
the observations mmle thers will be of
great vanle to the beginner.

Many failures occur through the im-
pression that fish culture is so very
simple.  This is a great mistake, as to
conduct it snccessfully requires con-
stant attention, the same ns any other
business. The value of experimenting
and making practical tests can not he
too highly estimated. There are so
many things which to your vision look
elear and practicabls, which an actual
trinl will prove to be useless, Theoret-
ically they may be true, but practically
failures I have many times caught an
idea which seemed to b just the thing
and must prove a success, and found I
was wrong, so that my usnal plan now
is, when I undertake to solve a difficult
problem, to have severnl different ex-
periments under way at the same time,
and among them will be some which I
had mede up my mind would be certain
fallures, and many times some one of
these would be just the thing I wanted.

There are many waters of which it is
‘mpersible to tell whether certain fish
will live in them without putting some
in and giving them a trial, as, for in-
stance, if any one wishes to stock a
stream with trout, and says that it isim-
preznated with some sort of mineral—
perhaps iron or sulphur—of course he
wonld have no way of knowing how
strong the waters were imprognated,
or just what degree of strength the fish
could endure; and so I always advise
placing a few in the waters in question
ns a sune of ascertaining. Of
courso there aro eortain kinds of fish
which, if depositad in walers having
the necesgary temperature, depth, bot-
tom, ele., we can say almost to a cer-
tainty will thrive if placed therein, and
many waters which possess such char-
acteristics that we know that eortain
tih will not live; but when the waters
are such that it is a matter of doubt,
the correct way is to experiment.

A new beginner ean not expect to
learn it all the first year, nor the see-
oml. The more he studies and experi-
ments the more he will find theve is to
learn; in fact, fish culture does not dif-
for from any other business in this
respect. I have been working at prae-
tioal fish eulture for about twenty-three
years, and had it on my mind since the
yenr 1887, and I find there isstill a
great deal to be learned and discovered
about fish and how to raise them.—
Scth Green, in Amcrican Agriculturist.

- —

Training Domestic Animals.
Neither the horse nor any other do-

mestic animal should ever be made
afraid of man. The horse or cow that
is afraid of its keeper will never thrive
#s will the animal that has a trusting
confidence in the hand that feeds and
controls. In a well trainel animal
good behavior becomes a habit. It is
just as easy for a cow to staml with her
legs in the right as in the wrong place
when she is being milked, amd it is not
necessary to continually pound herinto

member of the medical prof for
which he qualified like any other young
doctor, the only difference being that
lie passid his examinations rather more
ereditably than the majority of those
who enter the profession for a living.
And, what ismore, he isin large anid
regular practice as a physician in
Vienna; his clientele being, however,
composed  exclusively of patients too
poor to pay a doctor’s fee. He has
made onhtha'm’s in its variohs forms
hig speciaity, and the little work to
which he has just put his name isa
treatise on the anatomy and surgery of
the eye. It peems to be areally respect-
able performance, aml its appesrunce
is said to have ercated quite 2 *“‘sensy-
tion"* in the medieal world of Vienna.™
— L. James' Giazell-,

—A seventeen-year-old boy at Al-
bany, Ore., during his short sarcer has
had his right leg broken twice, his arm
broken twice, his collur-bone broken,
and two of his ribs broken, besides a
number of minor injuries too numerous
to mention. He was just recovering
from a recent injury when, the olher
day, while wrestling with some boys,
he slipped and fell, breaking a bone in
his wrist. .

~ThomasH. Dadgo hasgiven a one
thousand-dollar lump of gold to ths
Worcester, (Muss.) Natural History So

bnnissi It is no hardship for a
horse to pull a reasonable load or trot
st a reasonable mait, and there is no
necessity for exciting his fears in onder
1o secure the desired result. Lot young
animals early learn that man is their
frivnd, and that they have nothing to
fear at his hands so long as they are
well-behaved animals.—N. Y. dmer-

wean.
———

To Renovate Feather Beds.

Fill a twenty or thirty-gallon eask
with warm water. Put Ina pound of
baking soda. Do not use gny soap, ns
it makes the feathers stick together.
Rip open one end of the tick and sink
the whole, feathers amd tick, into the
water. When clean run them through
a wringer. Sew up three of four sheets,
put in the feathers and dry in the sun.
If your bed-tick ia very thivk and your
feathers can not *breathe," punch
holes in every corner, cut off a goose
quill at esch end, put in each hole and
sew it fast, to keep the feathers from
coming out, and your bed will be light
and Aufly as new. —Detroil Tridume.

— i ——

—The annual product of maple sugar
in the United States is estimated at 40,-
000,000 pounds. It would be much
Iarger if farmers prepared for sugar-
wmaking in winter, so as to be in full
readiness when the season opeus.--A!-
bany Jowrnal

STORIES OF DUELING.
Some Amuslag Anecdotrs of Men Zagaged
Ia 'Hatlslying Houor.™

The duel arose out of the ancient jo-
dicial combat, known as the trial by
ordeal. One form of this trial was the
Wager of Battel, which consisted of a
personal eombat between two antagon-
ists in the presence of the judges. The
principle of the trial was a reliance on
the immediate providence of God to in- |
terpose to give victory to the innocent. |
The practice outlasted the principle. |
The duel took the place of the judivial |
combat, and & point of honor, which
nanctioned revenge and murder, was
sllowed to thrust aside an appeal to
God. The motive was no longer to ob-
tain justice, but to avenge an insult by
murdering the insulting man.

Dueling became so fashionable thata
man, if challenged, had to fight or sub-
mit to social ostracism.  But even in
those days, here and thers a man was
to be found who refused to fight a duel
because it was » sin agninst God. A
hrave soldier onee refusel a challenze
for reasons which were set forth in the
following lines:

“Whal, you're afrald, thee?" *Yes, 1 am-
ot re rights

T am afruid to sin, but not to fight

1 fear not man nor devil; but though, odd,

I'm not ashamod to own, 1 fear my God.*™

The aburdity of two men settling a
point of honor by shooting at each other
was seen even by those who seconded
them.

Two attorneys once fought a duel,
and ome of them shot away the other’s
cont-tail.

*If your antagonist,” said the good
shot's second, *had been a client,
you would have hit his pocket.™

The witty remerk ereated a general
Iangh, under the influence of which the
sutagonists shook hands and made up.

Two men, engaged in “satisfving
honor,” were so nervous that each shot
wide of his antagonist.  One of the see-
omls snggested  that honor being satis-
fies, the duelists should shake hamls

*That is wholly unnecessary,” re-
plied the other second; “their hands
have been shaking this half-hour."

The two English radicals and dema-
gogues, Horne Tooke and John Wilkes,
onve quarreled. Tooke challonged
Wilkes, who, being thea sheriff of Lon- |
don, returned him this masterly re-|
tort: I

|

#Sir, I do not think it my husiness to
cut the throat of every fo that

HE MET MACAULAY.

Not long ago [ was talking with an
old -'ﬂnlhmlu who has for years been
in iron business ss a commission
mery in a Western city, who, early
in his , went to England to make
a study of iron manufacture in conjunc-
tion with a visit for

“One day," he said, I went toa Lon-
don book-store to find a certain work
on metalurgy I could not find in Amer-
iea, and while there a pleasant old gen-
tleman came in and began looking
around much as 1 was doing.
We came together presently and soon
were tly on books and
mmm’lm I{ild him who I
was and what I was secking. He told
me be knew the work, and though it
was rare, thought he might find it, and
at once began a search through the
racks, shelves and out-of-the-wag cor-
ners, and finnlly came up smiling from
a dark place with the book in his hands.
I thanked him, and taking the volume
to the dealer, I ordered it laid aside,
and at the same time ordered the late
numbers of Macaulay’s works, which
were appearing in parts and some of
which I had bought in America.

“I told my new friend that in my es-
timation Muacaulay was the greatest
English writer, and that I had read
every thing he had written, ns far as [

knew. He smiled pleasantly, and after |

a few moments' further conversation
we parted, with the hope of meeting
agnin, The next morning I left Lon-
don forYork, and when 1had settled my-
self in the compartment assigned me I
found my traveling companion to be
the old gentleman I had met in the
book store the day previously. I was
glad to see him amd told him I was
bound for York, and be said he was
going there, too. This pleased me and
I settled down for a good talk, for he
was  exceedingly entertaining and
thoroughly the gedtleman. We made
nojstops for some time, and when we did
I noticed a large crowd at the station.
*“There must be some distinguished
person aboard the train,” T said, ‘and
these people are here to see him.”
*'‘Possibly,” he answered, with a
smile like the one he gave me the day
before among the books, and we con-
tinued our talk. At the next station
there was a larger crowd, and getting

may be tired of his life. But, asam
at present High Sheriff of the city of
London, it may happen that 1 shall
shortly have an opportunity of attend-
inr you in my official ecapaeity, in
which case I will answer for it that you
shull have no ground to complain of my
endeavors to serve you'—Yuulh's
Companion.

e -

HOUSEKEEPING HINTS.

Corroct anid Incorrect Idens About Ordor
and My In the Houssholdl

System in conducting a pivee of work
is absolutely necessary to its suceessful
eompletion; hut why will people insist
upon misapplying this excellent, help-
ful foree, turning it into a sort of tether
or weight to hold them in a narcow rut
of habit, of setting certain days for
certain duties, and doing those duties
upon those days, sick or well, rain or
shine, even though the skies fall in
consequence? Mowday Is ung
ably the better day to do the family
washing; it is a0 pleasant to feel that
it is done and off one’'s mind and
hands; but is this satisfaction sulficiont
recompense for the suffering often un-
dergone in consequence of cold caught |
by exposnre to unsuitable weatier to
attain it? Other work, which does not|
necessitate such exposure, may just ns
well be done if Monday chances to be
stormy, and clothes washed on Toesulay,
o any other propitions day, will be just
as white and sweot as if washed on Mon-
day. So inregard to other * set days "
for sweeping, baking, ete. A broom
and dust-pan kept handy in  the
chambers and used as often as nesded,
and no oftener, obviates the necessity
for n sot sweeping day, and keeps the |
house in a comlition which you will|
not feel ashamed to disclose to any
chance visitor. A judicioas watch up-
on the lander will keep it unfailingly
supplied, so that an unexpectisd tax up-
on it may not bedreaded. One docs
not feel the work of making a ** batch ™
of eookies now, and two or three pics
next day, perhaps baked while the din-
ner is cooking, as one does the stand-
ing for hours to mix awd bake a great
quantity of pastry on **set ™ haking
days. By the former methad the fuinl
is always fresh, which is another wl-
vantage to be considered.

Onder and system do not consist in
setting apart certain days for cortain
work, but in ehoosing what one’s judg-
ment, in consideration of health aud
strength, and other contingencies, de-
cides to be the best time £ ¢ doing each !
duty, and then planning how to il the |
work with the least outiay of time avi
strength.—American Agriculturist, |

ion=

.

—They tell big stories in Connectient
about the skill of Andress Wakeman,
of Vista, a mighty hunter. One of the
last is to the effect that the other day
his dog ran a reid fox into a hig pileof
stones.  While Andreas was trying to
capture the fox he spied a gray one in
the same hole.  Ha seized the gray fox
by the hind leg and commenced to pull
The fox tinally let go so smldenly that
Mr. Wakeman fell backwand, and as he
lay on his back, still holding onto that
fox's log, his dog and a big coon tum-
bled on top of him. The two foxes,
the coon, the dog and Mr. Wakeman
were all tangled up, but in the end the
two foxes and the coon were killed, and
Mr. Wakeman and his dog were huppy.

—_——e— —

—A good way o find out whother
sesdls will sprout is to fill a gallon crock
nearly full of mellow sofl and cover
with one end of a pieee of muslin twice
as | as the crock. Wet throngh
and through with hot water, Sprinkle
the seeds on the cloth, throw the
other end of it over them, put half an
inch of soil on top, and keep in & warm
place for four or five days. Then turn
back the cloth and see what you have.
—N. E. Farmer.

—A good way to kill out sorrel in
to salt the sheepon it Care should ba
taken never to allow the sorrel to seed,
#s it ean be earried to other points 1in

jide I asked what was going on,
and gome one toll me Lord Macaulay
was on the train. 1 went back to re-
port to my friend.

““‘Lond Macaulay is on the train," 1
said; *that’s what brings the people
out, and I'd give a good deal to see
him mysell." He smiled again. ‘I'm
Lord Macaulay,” he said, with almost a
#chool-girl blush, and I reached out
with American enthusinsm and shook
hands with him so heartily and earnest-
Iy that he laughed till tears ran down
his cheeks. When we reached York
he invited me to dine with him, and at
the dinner he extended further invita-
tion for me to visit his home and his
family, and I did it, and to this day
l!.mmu!ayiu one of my hﬂgh'tft m‘::l

Times. P
——ttl A —— .
Confucius’ Home Destroyed.

A recent conflagration in a remote
Chinese village destroyed the ancestral
home of the family of Confucius with
all its contents, texts on stone, com-
mentaries, wondrous carvings in jade
and alabaster, priceless jars of por-
celain, jewels and precious metal work;
in brief one of the most remarkable
literary and artistic museums in the
world, containing as it did nearly every
extant memorial of the great teacher.
In that building, erected about 600 B.
C., generation after generation, the
male heirs of the Chinese philosopher
have dwelt in unbroken line for two
thousand five hundred years, bearing
the title of Dukes. With every other
family in China a nobleman’s rank
must always be lower than that of his
ancestors, for no true Confucian would
presume to stand higher than his
grandfather, father or his elder brother.
In the illustrious **House of Confucins, "
however, the lofty title of Duke passes
unchanged, except when Emperor after
Emperor adds by royal decrge some
new of honor to the name and
line of the famous philosopher.— Yoko-
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A MCAL FOR A CENT. -
Laneh Houses Established by & Charitable
Woman for the Foor of Xow York.

“Giv' us x cent, mister, for to git &
lunch?"*

The eorrespondent had for some time
* been cogmizant of atugging at hisover-
jeoat. Looking dvwn in response to the
hail he saw » diminuntive street arab,
with a package of papers under his
jarm. who repeated. when he found
| that he had suceeeded in attraeting the
rreporter’s attention;. ~Won't yer giv'
us a cent, sir, for a lunch?”

“You ean’t got a lunch for a cent,”
said the reporter.

“Yes,” said he, pointing ueross Ann
street to a little rod  booth; “pork amd
beans and coffee and a big hunk of
Bread."”

“All for one cont?”

“Ce.t.: try it on yoursell. if you
don’t believe, or ask any of the fel-
lers."

Handing the lad a cent the reporter
stepped aside to note the result.

“Hey, Pikey," said the recent appli-
cant as he went across the strect ats
bound, “ketehel auother sucker.™

As the reporter had reason to believe
that he was the “sucker”™ reforred to,
he determined to investizate and went
over to the booth.  There wasa neatly-
dressed man inshde, and upon the vis-
tur placing a cent on  the counter and
asking for a lunch, the individnal
handed out a plate of pork and beans
aml s cup of coffee, and what the gam-
in bad designated as a hunk of bresd.
In response 1o inquiries ns to how it
was possible to supply =0 much for so
little, the reporter was toll to apply to
125 Malison street. Meanwhile a large
number of youthful spectators had
erowided about the booth. The beans
were exeellent, and the coffee  better
than the avernge served in ordinary
restaurants.  As the newsman turned
away the yonngsters eried  in chorus:
“How much did he giv’ yer?"

In the next basement, 125 Madison
street, the visitor was courteously re-
seived by Mrs. Lamadrid, who is the
good Samaritan through whose exer-
tions this hoon to the poor was estal-
lished. o*There is not much to tell,™
wis her reply tothe reporter’s question.
“The thing is not original at all. It
has been in operstion and with much
stiveess in London and it oceurred te
me that it might be masle a successin
this city, where the need is very great.
1 eharge one cent for a satisfying meal,
simply for the reason that the recipient
may not feel that he is receiving chars
ity. Of pourse it costs more than that,
but not much more, as we systematize
it. Come out in the kitchen and Fl1
show vou.™

She Jed the way to a roomy kitchen
in the roar, amd here was 3 lorge Kitchen
range on which were hage boilers filled
with coffer, an ampie oven, from which
had just been withdrawn appetizing
pans of pork and beans, while an at-
tendant was just entting op immense
loaves of bread into the “big hunks"
which had excited the admiration of
the news-boy. *“Itdoesn’t cost much,™
said Mrs. Lamslrid; “very moch less
than you might suppose.™

“You are simply the almoner of the
bounty of the charitable.”

“No. Al that has been done I have
done at my own expense, and I have
been able to plynt o spand at Ann
street and Park Row, and  one at Bay-
and street and the Bowery. If I ean got
permission from the Aldermen, 1 will
have ten more stands on ¢ity property,
amnd maintain them all the vear rousad,
giving the poor in summer oat meal
anid milk, or rice, or something of that
kind.™

“Then you have no society at your
bavk, secing the placanis ‘St Amlrew’s’
on the stamls.™

»Noz I eall it St. Andrews an acconnt
of the eighth and tenth  verses of the
sixth chapter of John, where Andrew
suggests the feeding of the multitade.
I thought that would be » gool name
forit. I have mo one with me, and
have hail no one.  If noy one chooses
to assist in it. we'll be gool friends,
but at present all 1 ask is permission
from the awthorities to put up my
stamls on private property. Gentle-
men have given me pormission to erect
them on their grounds.™

*Are you sure that you reach the
most deserving in this way? Is it not
probable that your charity will be taken
advantage of by those not worthy
of it?"

“To some extent, certainly. Iean’t
help that. Butat the same time 1 am
certain that no one who needs & meal
neeil go hungry. We have a great
many that come here, and I think we
can generally tell from their manner
whether or not they are deserving. The
men we place in charge of the stands
are dizcriminating, and so far as may
be, they see to it that we reach the
class we aim to benelit—the very poor.
At nuy rate, if we don’t do much good,
we can’t do any harm. My husband
ealis it my hobby, but he is quite will-
ing to indulge me in it. I you ate go-
ing to write any thing about it, say that
we don't expect impossibilities; we
have no idea of abolishing all want in
a gveat city like this, but that while we
are aware that what we do will be &
meve drop in the bucket, we claim the
right to contribute that drop in this
way, and if all the charitable people
shall do the same to the extent of their
means, the eity will be surely none the
worse for it."—N. F. Cor. 5L Lowis
Globe-Democral.

—————p @ W

—A few yearsaro at  the auction of
tha property of Christopher Curtis who
died in Atlanta, Ga., an old Bible was
bought by a citizen for one dollar.  He
put the book away and thought ne
mors shout it until the other day, when
E. W. Curtis, of Providence. B L,
called on him, and said that the Bible
hadd belodfired to him, and had beem
oaned to hisbrother Christopher.  The
buyer at once gave up the book, aml
was surprised when Mr. Curtis uffered
him twenty-five dollars, saying that
the Bihle was one of the funous
~Breeches Edition,” but he refused te
take more than the oue dollar he had

—Mrs. Mulhooly (to drug store clerk)
—Thot porous phlasier thot yez sold
me for me ould man was nigh killin*
him. He coulda’t get the teeth av him
‘troo it st all till Ifried it, an' thinis
wa'n't much tinderer an’ ha's far from
well in shpite av it —2id Bits .




